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The third Tart of Kjng Henry the Sixt. 


Foreflow no longer, make we hence amaine. Exemt 

Excurjtons. Enter Richard and Clifford. 
Rich* Now C//// r ir^,I h^ue fingled thee alone, 
Suppofc this arme is for the Duke of Yorke, 
And thh for Rutland, both bound co reuenge, 
Wert thou inuiron'd with a Brazen wall. 

Clif, Now Richard,! am with thee hecre alone, 
. This is the hand that ftabb'd thy Father Yorke, 
\ And this the hand,that flew thy Brother Rutland, 
And here's the heart, that triumphs in their death, 
Anil checres thefe hands, that flew thy Sire and Brother, 
To execute the like vpon thy felfe, 
And fo haue at thee. 

Thy Fight JWamicke comes Xliffordflies. 
Rich. Nay Warwicke^nglc out iomc other Chace, 
For I my feife will hunt this Wolfe to death. Exemt. 

tAlarum. Enter King Henry alone. \ 
lien. This battcll fares like to the mornings Warre, 
When dying clouds contend, with growing light, 
What time the Shepheard blowing of his nailcs, 
Can neither call it perfect day, nor night* 
Now fw;ye$ it this way, like a Mighty Sea, 
Fore'd by the Tide, to combat with the Winde : 
Now fwayes it that way, like the felfe-fame Sea, 
Forc'd to retyre by furie of the Winde. 
Sometime, the Flood prcuailes; and than the Winde : 
Now,one the better : *hen,another beft ; ■ 
Both tugging to be Vi&ots, breft to breft: 
Yet neither Conqueror, nor Conquered. 
So is the equal! poife of this fell Warre. 
Heere on this Mole-hill will I fit me downe, 
To whom God will,thctebc the Vi£orie: 
For UWargarct my Queene,and Clifford too 
Haue chid me from the Battcll : Swearing both, 
They profper beft of all when I am thence. 
Would I were dead, if Gods good will were fo ; 
For what is in this world, but Greefe 3nd Woe. 
Oh Go J! me thinkes it were a happy life, 
To be no better then z homely Swaine, 
To (it vpon a hill, as I do now, 
To carue outDialls qucintly,point by point, 
Thereby to fee the Minutes how they runne : 
How many makes the Houre full compleate, 
How many H oures brings about the Day, 
How many Dayes will finifh vp the Yearc, 
How many Yeares,a Mortall man may liue. 
When this is knowne,then to diuidc the Times: 
So many Houres, rauft I tend my Flocke ; 
So many Houres, muft I take my Reft : 
So many Houres, mufti Contemplate : 
So many Houres, muft I Sport my felfc : 
So many Dayes, my Ewes haue bene with yong : 
So many weekes, ere the poorc Fooles will Eane: 
So many ycares, ere I ftiall ihcere the Fleece : 
So Minutes,Houres,Dayes,Monthe3,and Yeares, 
Paft oucr to the end they were created, 
Would bring white haires, vnto a Quiet graue. 
Ah! what a life were this? How fwect? how louely ? 
Giues not the Hawthorne bufti a fweetcr fhadc 
To Shepheards, looking on their filly Sheepe, 
Then doth a rich Imbroider'd Canopic 
To Kings, that fcare their Subie&s treacherie ? 
Oh yes, it doth; a thoufand fold it doth. 
And to conclude, the Shepherds homely Curds, 


His cold thinne.drinkc out of his Leath^g^Tr — ^ 

His wonted fleepe, vnder a frefli trees (hade 

All which fecure, andfweetly he enioyes ' 

Is farre beyond a Pripces Delicates : 3 

His Viands fparkling in a Golden Cup, 

His bodie couched in a curious bed 

When Care, Miftruft, and Treafon waits on hiru 

Alarum. SnteraSonne that hath /(ill 1 } d hisp 

one doore: and a Father that hath ktlldhis $ 4t ^ er ' 
therdoore. 


Son* 111 blowcs the winde that profits nob A 
Thismanwhomhandtohand Iflewinfioht 
May be pofleffed with fomc ftore of Crowncs 

And I that (haply) take them from him now ' 
May yet (crenight)yeeld both my Lifcand'thcm 
To lome man eife, as this dead man doth me. 
Who's this? Oh God! It is my Fathers face 
Whom in this Confli&,I(vnwares)hauekiird . 
Oh heauy times! begetting fuch Euents. 
From London, by the King was I preft forth 
My Father being the Earle of Warwickcs man 
Came on the part of Yorke, preft by nis Maftcp 
And I, who at his hands receiu'd my life 
Haue by my hands,of Life bereaued him. 
Pardon me God, I knew not what I did : 
And pardon Father, for I knew not thee. 
My Teares fhall wipe away thefe bloody markes : 
And no more words, till they haue flow'd their fill 

King. O pitteous fpeftacle! O bloody Times ! I 
Whiles Lyons Warre.and battaile for their Dcnnes 
Poore harrnleflc Lambes abide their enmity. 
Weepe wretched man : He aydc thee Teare for Tcarc 
And let our hearts and eyes, like Ciuill Warre 1 
Be blinde with tcares,and break ore-charg'd with griefc 
Enter FatherJ?earing of his Sonne. 

Fa. Thou that fo ftoutly hath refifted me, 
Giue me thy Gold, if thou haft any Gold : 
For I haue bought it with an hundred blowej. 
But let me fee : Is this our Foe-mans face > 
Ah,no,no,no, it is mine oncly Sonne. 
Ah Boy, if any life be left in thee, 
Threw vp thine eye : fee,fee,what fhowres arife, 
Bio wne with the windie Tempeft of my heart, 
Vpon thy wounds, that killes mine Eyc,and Heart, 
O pitty God,this miferable Age ! 
What Stragemsf how fell? how Butcherly? 
Errconeous, mutinous, and vnnaturall, 
This deadly quarrcll daily doth beget if 
O Boy! thy Father gauc thee life too foone, 
And hath bereft thee of thy life too late. 

King.W o aboue wo:greefc,more the common greefe 
O that my death would ftay thefe ruthfull deeds : 
O pitty, pitty, gentle heauen pitty : 
The Red Rofe and the White arc on his face, 
The fatall Colours of our ftriuing Houfes : 
The one, his purple Blood right well refcmblcs* 
The other his pale Cheekes (me thinke$)prefentcth : 
Wither one Rofe,an d let the other flourifli : 
If you contend, a thoufand liucs muft wither. 

Son. How will my Mother,for a Fathers death 
Take on with me, and ne're be fatisfVd ? 

Fa. How will my Wife,for flaughter of my Sonne, 
Shed feas of Teares, and ne're be fatisfi'd ? 

jy»/.How will the Country,for thefe woful chaoca 
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~-r^vZh^Kin'\ and not bcl'atisfied ? 

'A a Fathers 


euerfonnc, fo reWd a Fathers death ? 
iV '"t Was euer Father fo besnoan d his Sonne ? 
r Was euer King fo greeu'd for Subietls woe ?j 
. It roor forrow; M.ne^en times fo much. 
11 lie beare thee hence, where I may weepemy fill. 
S °\ Thefe armes of tninc-fliall be thy winding flicet: 
ft*t ffweet Boy) fiiafl be thy Stpulcher, 
My f^iy heart. thme Image ne're (hall go. 
F0t f Sbreft, (ball be thy Wall bell • 


for the lode of thec.hauing no more, 


p am was for all his V alianc Sonnes, 
« Lre thee bence,and let them fight that will, 
c I Ivaue murthcrcd where I fhould not kill. Exit 

ttsn Sad-hearted-mcn* much ouergone with Care; 
Hecrefo a King; more wofull then you are. 

AUrams. Excurfions. Enter the Queen jhe 
prince, and Exeter. 

f Yt n. F!yFather,flye : for alt your Friends are fled. 
Anci Warwicke rages like a chafed Ball : 
Awav,for'dcach dcth hold vs i% purfuite. 

gj. Mount you my Lord, towards Barwickepoft a- 
mame ; 

ftiMwfand Richard like a brace of Grey-hounds, 

Hauing the fearful! flying Hare in fight, 

With fory cyes,fparkling for very wrath, 

And bloody rteele grafpt in their yrefull hands 

Arcatourbackes,and therefore hence amaine. 

fat. Away: for vengeance comes along with them. 
Nay, ftay not to expoftulate, make fpeed, 
Orelfecome afcer,lleaway before. 

Hen. Nay take me with thee,good fweet Exeter : 
Mot that I feaie to ftay, but loue to go 
Whether the Qoeene intends. Forward,away # Exemt 

tAlowd alarum. Enter Clifford JVonnded. 

Clf Heere burnes my Candle out; I,heere it dies, 
Which while* it lafted, gaue King Henry light. 
0 LaflcaflerJ J feare thy oucrthrow, 
More then my Bodies parting with my Soule: 
My Loue and Feare, glew'd many Friends to thee, 
Anci now I fall. Thy tough Commixtures melts, 
Impairing Henry , ftrcngth'ning milproud Yorke ; 
And whether flye the Gnats, but to the Sunne } 
And who mines now, but Henries Enemies ? 
OPhcehus! had'ft thou neuergiucn confent, 
That PkAeton fhould checke thy firry Sceeds, 
Thy burning Carre neuer had fcorch'd the earth. 
And Henry, had'it thou fway'd as Kings (hould do, 
OrasthyFather.and his Father did, 
Giuingno ground vnto the houfe of Yorke, 
They neuer then had fp'rung like Sommer Flyes : 
I, and ten thoufand in this lucklcfTe Realme, 
Hcd left no mourning Widdowes for our death, 
And thou this day,had'ft kept thy Chaire in peace. 
For what doth cherri(h Weeds,but gentle ayre> 
And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity t 
Bootleffe are Plaints>and Curcleffe are my Wounds : 
No way to flye, nor ftrength to hold out flight : 
The Foe is mercileflfe, and will not pitty : 
For at their hands I haue deferu d no bitty. 
The ayrc hath got into my deadly Wounds, 


And much effuie of blood, doth make n>c faint : 
Come Torhc ,and Richard f'/cvrmcke^ii& the reft, 
1 ftab'd yoMr Fathers bofoines; Split my brcrt* 

Alarum & Ret reat. Sxtcr Edward iP'arwkke } R:c hard, and 
■ ■ Soldiers ' y Mo n\ '*gne.j& Clarence. 
Ed.Now breath wc Lotcls, good fortune bids vspaufe, 
And fmooth thefrowncs of \Var,vvith pcacefull lookes ; 
SomeTroopes purine the bloody-minded Queene, 
That led calme Henrj^thquoh he wfee a King, 
As doth aSaile 3 fiird with a fretting Gqfi 
Command an Argofie to "S"cmmj the ^V/ai-es. 
Butthinkeyon(Lords)that Cljrfordrled with them? 

War. No, 'tis impofsible he fiiould efcape : 
(For though before his face I ipcake the words) 
Your Brother Richard piarkc him for the Graue. 
And wherefoere he is, hee's furely dead. Qiffordgrones 
Rich. W'hofe foule is that which rakes hir heauy leaue? 
A deadly gVonc, like life and deaths departing. 
See who it is. 

Ed. And now the Battailes ended, 
If Friend 'or Foe, let him be gently vfed. 

Rich. Reuoke that doome of mercy /or tii Clifford, 
Who not contended that he lopp u the Branch 
In hewing Rutland, "when his k.iues pttrrortb, 
But fct his murth'ring knife vnto the Roote, 
Prom whence that tender fpray. did fweetly fpring, 
I meane our Princely Father, Duke'of Yorke. 

iVar. From off the gates of Yorke, fetch down ^hfed, 
Your Fathers head,whieh Clifford placed there; 
In ftead whereof, let this fuppiy the roomc, 
Meafure for meafure, muft be anfwered. 

Ed. Bring forth that fatallSchreechowle to oiir houfe, 
That nothing fung but death, to vs and ours : 
Now death fhall Hop his difmall threatning found, ' 
And his ill-bo3ding rongue a no"morc fhall fpeake* 

War. I thinkeis vnderftanding is bereft : 
Speake Cltfford t do(\ thou kuow who fpeakes to thee ? 
Darke cloudy death ore-fhides his beames of life. 
And he nor fees, nor heares vs^wnat we fay» 

Rich. O would he did, and fo (perhaps jhe doth, 
Tisbuthis policy to counterfet, 
Becaufe he would auoid fuch bitter taUnts 
Which in the time of death he gaue cur Father, 

C/a If fo thou think'ft, 
Vex him with eager Words, 

Rich. Clifford t z%kc mercy,and obtaine no grace. 
Ed. Cliffordjcpcnt in bootlefle penitence. 
War. Clifford, deuife excufes for thy faults. 
Cla. While we* deuife fell Tortures for thy faults.' 
Rich. Thou didd'll loue Yorke,and 1 am (on to Ycrke, 
Edw. Thou p'ittied'ft Rutland, I will pitty thee; 
Cla, Where's Captaine d fargaret^Q fence you now ? 
War. Theymockc tl.ee Clifford^ 
Sweareasthou Wait wont. 

Ric. What, not an Oath? Nay then the world go'sharp 
When Clifford cannot fpare his Friends an oath : 
I know by that he's deadend by my Soule, 
If this right hand would buy two houres life, 
Thatl(in all defpight) might rayle at him, . 
This hand fhould chop it off: U with the ifiuing Blood 
Stifle the Villaine,whofc vnftanched third 
Yorke,and yong Rutland could not fatisfic 

War. I, but he's dead. Of with the Traitors head, 
And reare it in die place your Fathers ftands. 
And now to London with Triumphant march, 
. p 3 There^ 


